THE AGE OF SUFFERING

she mentioned Jean-Noel to him. "Well, that's easy, darling. No, no.,
he's not entirely homosexual, indeed I doubt whether he is at alL I'll
deliver the boy to you whenever you like, even though I rather want
him myself. But you know I'm not jealous."

And he organized things with considerable savoir-faire. He gave a
luxurious dinner-party (why skimp things? Pamela found life extra-
ordinarily cheap in Europe) in the drawing-room of the suite they
occupied in the Danieli.

There were tall bunches of red roses and gladioli, reflected and multi-
plied in the dull mirrors, there were crimson damask on the walls,
shadows losing themselves in the gold coffering of the ceiling, candles
in crystal candelabra on the four little tables, and, after a dozen gin
cocktails, there were bowlfuls of grey, large-grained caviare surrounded
with crushed ice, then lobsters flambes, strong sauces,, hot with Cayenne
pepper, French wines, champagne of the best year5 whose corks were
removed silently by the head waiter.

Pemrose, sitting between the Duchesse de Salvimonte and Constance
Waybach at the little table over which Gigi presided, was slightly drunk,
a thing that had not happened to him for years. The ogress and the old
Duchesse both talked at the same time.

But in any case everyone was talking at once, laughing, shouting,
calling to each other.

"It's fabulous, quite fabulous," Pern murmured between two sips of
wine.

At another table Pamela Rocapolli, her knee against Jean-Noel's,
was displaying her animal teeth; and her dress, cut low almost to the
waist, showed the solid outline of her breasts. She could speak only
English, and did so in a hoarse voice, with sudden high notes, as if
something were breaking in her throat. At any moment now, one
might have thought, she would be incapable of resisting the urge to strip
off her clothes.

Jean-Noel was drunk too. "This woman is beautiful because she's
monstrous. She's monstrously beautiful." And he heard himself saying
in too loud a voice: "You're beautiful."

"No, I'm ugly," Pamela replied. "I was born ugly and I'll die
ugly. But I've been to bed with more men than any beautiful woman
has."

And, digging her lacquered claws into Jean-Noel's thigh, she ex-
plained to him with a rare technique of immodesty precisely how and
why she was peculiarly effective in the art of making love. Jean-Noel
nodded his head, approving with the experience of a young man who
knew a thing or two. His cheeks were burning, and he was drinking
continuously to relieve a heat that was not due to thirst.

The waiters poured out liqueurs for these people who had already
had their fill, and removed the tables.
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